University of Dayton

eCommons
The Exponent

Student Produced Media

10-1956

The University of Dayton Exponent, October 1956
University of Dayton

Follow this and additional works at: https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent

Recommended Citation
University of Dayton, "The University of Dayton Exponent, October 1956" (1956). The Exponent. 485.
https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent/485

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Produced Media at eCommons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Exponent by an authorized administrator of eCommons. For more information, please
contact mschlangen1@udayton.edu, ecommons@udayton.edu.

ee|

LITERARY LEAVES 1956

“As Mr. David Sarnoff, of the Radio Corporation of America, said
recently, ‘neither the politician nor the scientist can meet the
challenges of our times without religion . . . The major burden rests

on religion to show all men and institutions the way of life based on
moral principles. And that noted historian and thinker, Arnold J.
Toynbee, last month, warned ‘that if our work breaks away from

religion and becomes an end in itself, disastrous results known to
the past will follow.”
x
ee

Vii MoRANZ IN AN ADDRESS AT THE ST. LOUIS JUNIOR

CoLLEGE, HonoLuLtv, Hawau, NovEMBER, 1955.

Bruns Cafe

VIRGINIA CAFETERIA

Wilmington & Patterson

GOOD BEER and

SANDWICHES

ANNARINO’S SUPPER CLUB
specializing in

Compliments

STEAKS, CHICKEN & CHOPS

of

ITALIAN FOOD
OR 6394

2826 N. Dixie Drive

ENTERTAINMENT NIGHTLY AT PIANO BAR

A

Friend

yLai
EUSP ONE Ne
An All-University Literary Quarterly
LITERARY LEAVES, 1956
ee

-

-

VOL. 54, NO. 1

ies

Diane Cross

Larry Ruff

oo

rlicLs

The Editor’s Chair

Diane Cross and Larry Ruff

2

Paul T. Waldemeyer

5

Hopeless
The Greatness of Paul Claudel
Associate

Editors

Jo Carlson
Lucretia Rhodes

Bob Schiller

Andy Hirsch

12

Whirly-Birds to the Rescue

William B. Ries

16

Beauty and The City

Walter Oberster

18

John Zucarro

20

Julie Lane

22

Jerome Weis

24

Seven Minutes?__.
American Folk Songs
Mozart, Man of the Year

ie

laos

Al Granato

Ned Ostendorf

Si Taya

Between Essays

his

=

iction

Secretary Special

Mary Penick

The Taskan Tree

John M. Connelly

The Reception
-aff
yf

A Ghost

Wilma Reicher

Joseph Barcinas

Ralph Carlo

The Question

Pat Collins

The Laughing Lamp

ay
acu

j
ly

Rev. James E. Donnelly, S.M.

John E. Koehler

8

E. Ulrich

13

When Life’s Last Light is Growing Dim

John E. Koehler

15

Perhaps There Is

‘Ben Westbrock

17

The Search
Solitude

Diane Cross 21
Justus

23

The EXPONENT, a literary journal, is published in November, January, March and May, in the interests of the students
of The University of Dayton. Manuscripts may be brought or mailed to the Editorial Offices, located in The Activity Build-

ing, on The University of Dayton Campus.
Entered May 14, 1903, at Dayton, Ohio, as Second-Class matter under the Act of Congress, March 3, 1879. Accepted for

mailing at special rate of postage provided for in Section 1103, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized December 17, 1920.

--FGnomthe Editor's Char
DIANE CROSS,
Junior Arts

LARRY RUFF,
Sophomore Education

@ The Lenten season now faces us — Christmas
trees have long since gone up in smoke, and the
tinsel and ribbon of the Holiday season have been
packed away until their next years performance. The
world has settled down to being the same old world.
Winter is wearing on too long; taxes must be paid; the
Church lays aside the festive white and gold and
adorns the liturgy in somber purple to remind man-

kind of its origin and destiny.
Similarly, your Exponent has adopted a less

final moments of a beachhead attack, and, also connected with the War, Brother John Connelly’s “The

Taskan Tree” is the story of two very uninhibited
G.I.’s and their gigantic Japanese Christmas tree.

We have also for those in a scholarly frame of
mind a thoughtful commentary on the great French

dramatist Claudel, by Si Taya, and an article on
Mozart by Jerome Weis.
This issue also contains, aside from the thematic

casual thread of a theme for this issue. There are
features that deal with the common emotions of

portion, Andy Hirsch’s comic-serious Political Science

humanity; the eternal song of the ages that laments

Walter Oberster, who both knows and loves his
native New York; comments on wedded bliss by Paul
Waldenmeyer; and a look at American folk music by

the fall of men, mortality, and lost love lends its
melody to this winter‘s Exponent.

Since humanity is nothing less than a conglomeration of individuals with their own personal experiences and emotions, we have collected for you all
kinds of people both real and fictional in this issue.
There are poor people, a mother and her little

girl, who find that the spirit world is not always
frightening and that ghosts can be fairy-godmothers

(or fathers). They appear in “A Ghost” by Wilma
Reicher. Mattie Penick presents a middle-class secretory and her advertising executive boss in the engag-

ing story, “Secretary Special.” There are even a few
wealthy persons with the vicissitudes peculiar to

comfortable incomes.
For the large percentage of moderns who insist

on the straight-from-the-shoulder, unromantic type of
reading, we have a hearty trio of tales — an account
of derring-do in the Arctic seas, complete with helicopters, written by William Ries and titled “Whirly-

Birds to the Rescue,” “Seven Minutes” by John Zuccaro
presents the innermost thoughts of a man in the
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corner; a lucid analysis of a big city by Brother

Julie Lane.
A number of poems by Diane Cross, John Koehler, E. Ulrich, Ben Westbrock, and an anonymous
faculty member also grace the pages.
Well, there it is—the Winter issue of the new

Exponent. We sincerely hope you like it!

Secretary Special
Mattie Penick
Senior Education

Hazels subconscious mind aids a damsel in distress.

@ The sun was just beginning to
play around the edge of the file
cabinet when Hazel entered the
office.
She paused momentarily by the

door and then put her hat and
gloves aside. She moved to her
desk, uncovered the gray typewriter, and fitted the plug into an outlet on the floor. For an instant her
neatly manicured fingers rested
lovingly on the machine. Only then
did she turn to her left and look
toward the door marked Private.
An expanse of lavender carpet

lay between her and that door
which closeted her employer.
Although she was early, the intercom system was hard at work.
It buzzed, jumped, and buzzed

again. Hazel hurriedly grabbed a

giant. He may have a kaleidoscope
of emotions —fear, jealousy, awe.
Since Hazel was not afraid of Mr.
Clarke, she decided to feel awe.
Concerning the jealousy, she declined to think.
“Good morning, most perfect of
secretaries!” he bantered. “Ah! a

day for the gods! Those ethereal

breezes! That limpid lake shimmering in the morning light! Romance!”
He flew to a window and took
in a deep draught of air. The odors
of hot tar and metal, the view of
imposing skyscrapers, and the
sound of the infernal city noise
drifted up to him. He grimaced,
turned, and came slowly to his
desk.
“Hazel, beware of letting your
imagination run away with you.

notebook and a pencil, but as she
neared the door she slowed her
walk to a serene step. When she

and I. This advertising we're do-

went into the private office of

ing for the travel agencies may

David Clarke, she was quite composed.

lure me into a vacation yet.”

“Good morning, Mr. Clarke,” she
said reverently. After all, he was

“Take a letter,” he barked.

six foot four and she was five foot
three.

A midget may look at a

We are in a risky business, you

She smiled silent.
His command was sudden and
decisive. It startled Hazel because

she was still back by the lake with
the romance.
She took an endless stream of
dictation. About ten o’clock Mr.

Clarke decided that any other correspondence could wait until an-

other time. He gave Hazel a bulky
folder. She recognized it as part
of the work they were doing for
the Harrison Travel Agency. As
Mr. Clarke had handed it to her,
he had frowned. “I’m not satisfied
with the way Bill is handling the

copy on Hawaii. If we intend to

keep the Harrison account we will
have to give our best effort. I am
particularly interested in this, so I

will keep part of Bill’s sketches.

I want you to think hard about the
land of the leis.

Think so hard

youll come up with something
brilliant.”
“Tll do my best, Mr. Clarke.”
As she left, he called after her,
“Tom Harrison will be in around
three to look over the first draft.”
They worked furiously until
noon. Perhaps the phraseology
which Hazel concocted was

not

brilliant, but it was an improvement over what she had been revising.

Promptly at twelve Dave Clarke
hustled past Hazel’s desk. In fifteen minutes he returned bearing
a sandwich and a malt. He sailed
into his private domain and closed

the door. Mr. Advertising was busy
again.
Hazel sighed. He worked too

hard. Poor guy! Pretty nice guy!
Engaged guy! Humph!
The air outside the office was
stifling, and Hazel almost wished
she had brought her lunch so that
she could appreciate the air conditioning.
She founda little restaurant that
offered a businessman’s special,
budget special, shopper's special,
and secretary's special. She ordered the latter.
When Hazel was half way
through her salad plate, she realized guiltily that she had been listening to romantic conversation in the

next booth. What was more, she
recognized the voice of the woman.
It was the voice of Damion Gale,
designer of the dress, purchaser of
the lavender carpet, and beloved
of David Clarke! Again she longed
for the air-cooled haven of the
office.
Eavesdropping is not a virtue.
Hazel was ashamed, but she could
not turn away from the purring
tones addressed to “Darling.” The
words gnawed at her, made her

unhappy.
As she began her dessert, the
pair in the next booth went out
arm in arm. She towered above

his elegant pearl gray hat. He was
fiftyish, balding, and debonair. Her
bracelets clashed and her extremely high heels beat the tile cruelly.
Hazel did not want to finish her
cream pie, but, being frugally inclined, she ate it.

Hazel went back to work in a
daze. Miss Gale, by all reports, was

quite lucky to catch one of the
town’s most eligible young bachelors. He was a man of no mean
financial standing. He was a good
salesman, and also according to
4

the best sources, he would soon be
the top man in the advertising
field.
And, went on his secretary in
her imagination, “his eyes are as
blue as the Mediterranean. His
height dwarfs Mt. Everest. He is
stronger than Gibralter. Two years
would not be long enough to discover all his interesting features.”
As she entered the office, she

was sick, that lady took her inside,
put her to bed, and called a doctor.

The pie was to blame for it all.
Cream pies and hot days do not
mix. The pie may spoil quite coyly.
It had, and Hazel succumbed to

the stomach pump. Happily, she
would survive. If she improved
properly, she could go back to
work on Monday. So Thursday
ended.

giggled. She had been working for

Hazel stayed in bed. She read,

him for two years, and she was
still going around in circles!

she relaxed, she ate lightly. She

He was standing by her desk

when she came in. He picked up

the folder, nodded approval, and
carried it with him into his den.
As he did not roar for two hours,
Hazel flew madly into the transcription of the morning’s dictation.
“Oh, he'll never find out, Darling.”
Then there was the filing to be
done.
“The Derby, of course.” Lovingly, “Friday, at eight.”
At five minutes before three
oclock Mr. Harrison arrived. Hazel
pushed a button and announced
him. Dave Clarke came out instantly and drew him into his office. Such personality would undoubtedly secure a lasting account
with the Harrison agency.
The correspondence again claimed much of Hazel’s time. She typed
until she felt her head begin to

ache. A wave of dizziness swept
over her; then was gone. It was
already past the hour for her to
leave, but there remained one letter to be typed. She began:
Carlson Manufacturing Company,
679 West Eighth Street.
Her fingers flying, she finished
the letter and left it with all the

others neatly stacked on her desk.
She knew Mr. Clarke would stop
to sign them before he went home.
Hazel felt ill. She reached her
apartment barely in time to see

her landlady coming out the door.
Since it was apparent that Hazel

surveyed herself in a small hand
mirror. Her eyes were the origin
of her name. They sat calmly beneath naturally arched brows. Her
nose was small and straight. Her
mouth curved into a bow above a
firm chin. She seldom wore more

make-up than a touch of lipstick

and powder. Beauty? perhaps not,
but her actions have not been
taken into the evaluation.
Monday found Hazel early to
work. She was tired, but she managed to smile brightly when she
entered.
Dave Clarke was

standing a

little apart from her desk. He spoke
quietly, strangely for him.
“Are you certain you feel like

working today?”
“Of course. I feel fine. The floweet tea
tan
“Nothing.” Silence. He did not
move away. Yet he avoided her
face. “I want to talk to you, Hazel.
I hardly know how to begin.” He
threw up his hands in boyish bewilderment.
“Perhaps this will explain.”

In some confusion, Hazel began
to read:
Carlson Manufacturing Company,
679 West Eighth Street,
We have received your letter
concerning . . . business. None of
my business . . . He gets the busi-

ness . . . Monkey business.
I

am

enclosing

an

estimated

amount. This includes advertising

copy and color. You have a choice

of three hues. Green; lavender, lavender, lavender; blue, blue, Medi-

terranean blue eyes. Oh, how she

HOPELESS ---

lies!
If you would like more information on the matter, I shall be glad
to discuss it with you. Call me on
Friday, Friday, Friday, FRIDAY.
As Hazel read her color came
and went. The letter ended:
“What does he know?
Friday night date.
Meet you there, Darling,
Derby at eight.”
She covered her face. “Oh! What
have I done!”

He put his hand on her arm
lightly. “Why, just think of it all.
If you hadn't become ill, and let

your subconscious mind do some
thinking out loud. [’d never have

known anything—about anything.”
She smiled weakly, “or everything.’
He dug his toe into the carpet.
“Tll have it removed tomorrow.
Say,” devilishly, “that’s pretty
blue.”
She colored faintly, but as long
as she was gaining territory, she
was not going to turn back.
He became half serious. “Do
that letter over. Do it the way I
dictatéd it originally. When you're
finished, come into my office. Don’t
bother to bring your book. I want
to get better acquainted with your
subconscious mind.”

It is often said that a bachelor

sometimes longs for the

Paul T. Waldenmeyer,
Freshman Science

®@ Women, God’s most wonderful creatures,.stand as a curse to
the male population of the world.

This apparent contradiction_ is,
however, the appalling truth.

There are two rather obvious
divisions of the female species, the
married and the unmarried.
The married women, commonly
known as wives, hold their title
of “Scourge of Mankind” to their

hearts with unprecedented pride.
By nagging and backseat driving, coupled with a liberal amount
of first class, rolling-pin wielding,
wives have pounded into helpless
submission husbands around the
world.

Although wives represent a large
portion of the female population,

this essay concerns itself primarily
with the unmarried, free wheeling

type woman. This class, known by
the title “Miss—,” separates into
two groups of different activities.

(It is beyond all reason as to why
they are known as “Miss—,” since

they are never missed.) First, there
are the dormant, old maid _prospects, and second the active, hunt-

er type. The latter are by far the
more dangerous type.
Sweet-smelling, dainty-looking,
these ruthless hunters will not be
diverted from their goal. The willingness and determination of these
man-crazed females to trudge
through rain, snow, sleet, hail, and
a multitude of obstacles has the
post office marvelling.
Bachelors, remembering the de-

peace and comfort of married life;

termined, accurate, and swift man-

ner which the post office employs
a married man always does

in delivering draft notices, shudder

The F.B.L, the Signal Corps,

G-2, and Joe Friday working together could never hope to match
the network of grapevines and the
united effort which marriage-minded women use in bringing back
their man.
Miss “Simple - Little - Band - of Gold” sights Mr. “Unattached”
and decides that he is the one to
“lead” her down the aisle. The call
goes out, “Hands off; Miss Simple”
wants him.” Mr. “Unattached”
finds himself doomed.
The rest of the female population avoids him like the plague. He
cannot get dates with other girls
and his every action becomes the
knowledge of his future spouse.

Eventually, having been hypno-

tized by the aroma of perfume,
the sound of soft music and sweet
talk, the bachelor falls. He takes
his last, deep breath of free air,
exhaling it with his words of doom.
Amazingly enough man is made
to believe he has proposed of his
own free will.
But all is not lost. Man, for some
unexplainable reason, enjoys this
rat-race called romance and_ is
numbed by the glamor and thrill
of the wedding and honeymoon.

When the sweet, starry-eyed
numbness wears off, the ex-bachelor has become used to his newfound captivity. Thus he settles
down to a long and happy marriage, with a woman who loves him
very much, while the rest of us
bachelors scurry about like The

Three Blind Mice foolishly thinking ourselves the truly happy ones.

in fear of loss of freedom at the

And so I leave you with this

hands of these females who have

thought: A man is not a failure
until his wife tells him so. Author.

put the post office itself to shame.
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ly and literally, out on the sidewalk

in our, by then, weak brains, we

looking at other trees. Trees have

made for a corner of a car. In it
we put the tree; around the tree
we placed ourselves, with the idea
of acting as buffers. This worked

never held any special interest for

The

me, and this time was no excep-

tion. Besides, it was really getting
cold out there. So I sauntered in
and listened to some of the gibberish flying back and forth. Digger
must have talked the clerk down

Taksan Tree

to at least half the original quotation by now. Quibbling about the

Fictional —

do even in Japan, where you are
considered completely incapable of

an almost apathetic air they strolled over to us and asked:

holding money if you don’t haggle

“What have you there, boys — a
tree?”

sign that he had won his point.
Handing over two five hundred

yen notes, he waited while the
clerk took the large, decorated tree
from the window. It had everything. Lights, silver icicles, colored

Junior Business

balls, — well,

e Digger was the name he answered to. James P. O’Dell was the
full name of this sparkling individual. I first met him while on a
short leave in Tokyo. I saw in Digger an outstanding personality and

a first class guide to the Tokyo
area.

After touring the countryside,
Digger suggested that after supper

you

know — the

works! I looked at the size of the
tree and thought of the possible
weight of this monstrosity. Digger
looked at me.
“Don’t you think the cab fare

will be pretty high just to get this
thing to the station?” he inquired.
So, not wishing to have that

half-Japanese slung at me, I picked up one side of the tree, he the
other, and we were off again.

we stop by the home of a Japanese

Many sights have the Japanese

friend. Since I had never been in

witnessed from the actions of the
Americans in the Land of the Rising Sun, but this must have been
one of the funniest. I could almost
hear them say: “Those bacacarie

a Japanese home before, I looked
toward this opportunity as somethinga little different from gazing
at the Diet Library or some
temple.
Digger

called

his

friend

by

phone, after we had put a couple
of good steaks into our hungry

bodies, and we were off. We hadn’t
walked half the distance to the
train station when Digger spied

(crazy) Americans! !” There we
were, two fellows dressed in Air
Force Blue, toting a six and onehalf foot tree through the streets
of Tokyo, with a casual air that
made the spectacle even more ludicrous.

some Christmas trees and assorted

Did you ever try to board a

decorations in a store window and

commuter train holding a six and
one-half foot tree? Try it some-

on the sidewalk in front. But Digger had eyes only for the tree in

time! The Japanese have a very

the window. He began to speak

high degree of politeness every-

with a clerk in half-Japanese, halfEnglish about the price of the tree.
This left me in the cold, figurative-

where—except on commuter trains.
There anything goes. Withalittle
knowledge of these facts wedged

6

Then at the next stop two Town

Patrol MPs got on. Shall I say they

price was one thing I never could

Digger was laughing now, a sure

John M. Connelly, $.M.,

crowds were growing larger.

had no trouble spotting us? That
would be putting it mildly. With

with a shop owner about the price
of any article.

based on a true incident

fairly well, but at every station the

This question out of the way,
they followed with:
“Having trouble, or something?”
Digger turned on “the personality” and told them he was going
to a friend’s house and thought he
would bringa little Christmas gift
along. By now, the MPs were
laughing. As if by signal, the few
interested Japanese onlookers began laughing. This kept up until
we at last got off the train. Never

saw the like of it—people looking
at a tree, looking at one another,
and laughing.
After a slow, up-hill hike to Mitsuo’s home we were welcomed in
a most friendly way and invited

in, tree and all. Depositing my
shoes just inside the door, I wait-

ed for some slippers to be brought.
I didn’t want to look too much like
a new arrival to Japan. I thought
of the cleanliness of this habit of
changing from shoes to slippers.
Meanwhile the host was havin
another problem — where could he
get slippers large enough for a
man who wore an eleven and onehalf size shoe? In the end the sug-

gestion was diplomatically made to
me that I walk in my socks. With
a smile on my face, and an electric
light plug in my hand, I proceeded

to help in putting up that big tree.
“Taksan” said the host’s mother.

“Large, or big,” said my mind,
after I had referred to its twelve-

word Japanese vocabulary.
Yes, come to think of it, it was
a taksan tree.

The Greatness of Paul Claudel
A man France gave the whole world.

Si Taya,
Junior Arts

1886 when I bought that little copy

strength, with the power of my

of Vogue, which contained ‘Tllumi-

whole being, with a conviction
which was so overwhelming and a

of today.

nations.’ I emerged at last from
that hideous world of Taine, of Renan, and of other Molochs of the
nineteenth century; from that
frightful mechanism governed entirely by perfect and_ inflexible
laws which, to make matters
worse, were knowable and teachable. I had a revelation of the su-

Bom in 1868 at Champagne,
France, Paul Claudel died in February of last year. Throughout the

pernatural.” The poet whose works

been able to shake or even to
touch my faith. I was overcome
with a sudden and overwhelming
sense of the innonence of the eter-

he read was Rimbaud. No longer
was Claudel to be without love or

ible revelation.”

@ When Paul Claudel, French
poet, dramatist, and diplomat was
living, some considered him the
greatest genius of the West, another Dante, a Catholic rebel, a
contemplative, a Thomistic poet,
and a proselytizer. Because others
held him in much less esteem, I
can say that Claudel is a controversial figure in the intellectual world

world, especially in the United
States, periodicals and newspapers

carried impressive articles about
his life and his contributions to
literature.
Like many serious French youth
of the late nineteenth century,
Claudel imprisoned himself in the
mechanized world of the French
intellectuals. Such men discarded
the Creator as being the cause of
everything that exists, replacing
Him by the blind forces of mechanical laws. After a time, finding
such a faith too loveless and meaningless, Claudel resolved to aban-

don it without perceiving any substitute that appealed to him. Eventually he discovered a French poet,
who like himself had led a mechanistic, intellectual, prison life but

had broken away.
In one of his letters to Jacques

mystery or sufferings which he

could turn to happiness. The world
became lucid to his penetrating intellect. Obstacles retreated before
his tireless will. To a human being
with faith, the supernatural is a
world of believing that God is the
cause of everything and that one’s

purpose on earth is a preparation
for eternity.

Claudel’s discovery of the supernatural resulted in a faith that
grew strong and became rooted
like the rock of Gibralter. In Ma
Conversion he wrote that, after
reading Rimbaud’s “Illuminations,”
he visited Notre-Dame in Paris on
the evening of Christmas Day,

certainty which shut out so completely the tiniest particle of doubt,

that nothing since — neither books
nor reasoning nor the vicissitudes

of an extremely varied life — has

nal infancy of God — an inexpressFrom then on, Claudel became
the instrument of his Creator. I
have said he was a serious-minded

youth. Such was his frame of mind
all through life. He never ceased to
read, to study, and to live with the
greatest minds of which the world
could boast. The minute and profound influence of other great
thinkers evident in his writings

proves that he never gave up such
good scholarly habits. Living with

the great minds of the world, he
learned to know when, where, and
how to be himself and yet be the
real “servant of God, impassioned

with the glory, with the truth, with

1886: “I myself was standing in

the love of God.” He thus illustrated the great principle that no one

the crowd near the second pillar
at the entrance to the choir on the

need fear what men may say of
one’s thoughts, words, or deeds

right of the sacristy. It was then

provided God is not offended. He

that the event took place which

this

revolutionized my whole life. Sud-

event. “I remember; I shall always

denly my heart was touched and I

refused to be conventional because
he knew that by not being so he
could be one of God’s better in-

remember that June morning of

believed.

struments.

Riviere,

Claudel

described

I

believed

with

such

“For

things

and_ for
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poems,” he wrote, “there is but one
way of being new, and that is to
be true; there is only one way of
being young, and that is to be
eternal. There is nothing more real

than joy; there is nothing more
alive than life. We cannot do without God, and from Him to us there
is a sure and trodden road. For it
is the reasonable and natural joy of
a living being who finds his eternal
order already visibly and materially marked out in this world by the
Church.”
Knowing

Church,

and appreciating the

Claudel

likewise

knew

and appreciated the Sacred Scriptures, so well preserved through
the centuries by the Catholic
Church. From what he absorbed of
the Sacred Scriptures and _ the
teachings of the Church, much of
his poetry flowed. A commentator

on him wrote: “While we speculate as to what Claudel really
meant and reserve judgment as to
his stature as a dramatist or theo-

logian, we must pay tribute to him
as one of France's greatest poets.”
No, Claudel is of the world and

not of France alone. He taught the

world that poetry can be as real as
the wine one drinks, and that poets
should never write mere illusive or
dreamlike poems.
A writer in America on March
12, 1955 wrote of him: “His great-

the service of such a worthy crusade. Those who come to know his
life and his writings will see in
him a man who knew that, while
man is not divine, yet he has the
destiny of sharing in the divine
nature,

est poetry, of course, was his own

Men of the past and the present

life. He was a daily communicant,
and until his final illness, served

have been called great because
other men recognized their contributions to the human race. To me,
greatness can be considered in
three ways. First, the greatness
which man alone recognizes in a
being. Such greatness is temporary.
The second is the greatness which
God alone recognizes in His creatures. Ranks of unknown saints
have won this distinction. Third,
the greatness which both God and
man recognize in a being. To me,

Mass once a week. Every Sunday

saw him at High Mass at NotreDame, the scene of his conversion.
May his great soul soon enter into
the presence of the gracious Lord
of Whom he spoke somagnificent-

ly.” In vain did he try to persuade
Jacques Riviere and Andre Gide,
lifelong acquaintances, to share

with him the Eucharistic joy he
experienced every time he received
Holy Communion, but they could
not share his ardent faith.
Claudel knew the Americas and
much of the world as a diplomat.
It is my great desire that the world
will know him as a great man.
Would that many American Catholic writers will put their pens to

Claudel rests comfortably in the
last. Why? He knew that he could

do nothing by himself but could
do everything in union with God.
He was never afraid, therefore, to
honor and glorify God alone. Such
was the greatness of Paul Claudel.

The Question
John E. Koehler
Senior Science

Is mankind but a puppet?
If so, who pulls the strings?
For whose enjoyment playing
And whose applause will ring?

Who paints the grinning mouth and eyes?
Who writes the script to play?
Who makes the final chapter
A tragic one or gay?
Whose tears, whose laugh, whose heart
Directs the manikin,
Act I, Act II, and on,

As each new scene comes in?
It is a stupid play,

This comic tragedy,
If this world is but a stage

And living make-believe.

The Reception
Rugged individualists play havoc with etiquette and the law of charity.

Larry Ruff,
Sophomore Education

© “Good evening, Norah.”
“Good evening, Miss Pam. Ill
tell Mrs. Claire you're here.”

unpredictable. Claire always said

“Oh, Pam, I’m so glad you came

he was going through a “stage,”
and no_ feather-brained action
could ever convince her that the

early.’ Her voice was tired and dis-

“Oh, thank you, Norah, but don’t
hurry her; Tm really awfully
early.”

“stage” was developing into a habit, in fact, into a very pattern of
life. It was easy to see why Claire

As Norah lumbered her huge

was able to delude herself about

bulk second story-wards, I walked

her son, for even when young he
was a handsome, personable boy—
over animated and volatile, perhaps, but always entertaining and
often adult in outlook. He was
handsome, too, possessing his fathers dark, good looks: thick black
hair, long lashed brown eyes, a
slightly large and flexible mouth,
and the slender hands of the aesthetic. Clever at schoolwork, but
no scholar; clever with people, but
no lover of his fellow man; clever

into Claire Simeon’s large white
and gold living room and collapsed

gratefully into a copious Louis
XIV chair. The soft pink cushions
enveloped me in cool foam comfort while I lit the first cigarette of

the day — and what a day!
I had spent a hectic morning
badgering soignee and stubborn

women into elaborately casual postures, and most of the early after-

noon fussing over layout schemes
for the September issue of Vogue.
It had been hot, too, with the humid warmth blanketing the city in
a meringue of moist discomfort.
An indigestible and frantic lunch
had been interrupted by Claire
calling to tell me that she had received a telegram from Scott announcing his imminent arrival with
his new bride, and to invite me to
a reception.

Acidly I reflected that surprise
marriage was just the sort of thing

at practically anything he did, but
vitally interested in nothing; Scott
Simeon was a thoroughgoing and
dedicated dilettante.
“A penny for your thoughts,
Pam.”
“What! Oh, Claire, I didn’t see

you come down—wool-gathering

you know. And really, you’d be
wasting your copper; my thoughts

aren't worth a cent. But I'd give a
quarter to know yours!”

traught, likea little girl, frightened
after separation from her mother.
“Ever since the first shock wore off,
I've been longing for someone to

talk to.”
“Well, come and sit down and
cry on old room-mate Pam’s shoulder,” said I, trying to sound hearty
and comfortable but giving more
the impression, I think, of an amateur actor in a teary melodrama.
Gray gowned and petite, Claire

moved over to the mate of my
luxurious chair. The slight train of
her gown lent a certain regal air to
her graceful walk. A handsome
necklace of pearls and emeralds
accentuated the creamy smoothness of her skin and the flashing

Kelly green of her eyes. Her prematurely white hair, arranged in
soft, natural waves, gave a surprisingly youthful appearance to her
round face, inherited from an Irish
mother, while the straight, common
sense line of her mouth showed
the sterner influences of her German father. Only her hands betray-

ed her. Large and strong, with

short, ridged nails, they bespoke
many generations of laboring peas-

you would expect from Scott —

“About the wedding, you mean.
Well, I’m just so astounded, I don’t

ever since he was little, he was

remained serene and her bearing

know what to think.”

calm, only her hands revealed nerv-

ant ancestors. While Claire’s face
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ousness or tension. Tonight they

cab, I thought that Scott might

were folded with deceptive ease
in her lap, and, when unjoined,
clutched a tiny lace handkerchief
with white-knuckled grasp.

have taken an earlier train —he
said he'd be in on the nine-twenty,
but then you never know.”

She gave a sudden, rueful laugh.

Harriet’s voice came dreamily.
“Aunt Claire, ’'m just too thrilled.

“You know, Pam, I suppose plenty
of people will think ’m demented

terribly romantic.”

for having a reception for Scott
and his wife, but I do want them
to learn that I have no intention
of being the Reproachful Mother
to Scott’s starring role of a Prodigal
Son.”

Unruffled, Claire answered, “Yes,
aren't they — very Kathleen Norrisish. Well, do go in and be comfortable—I have to see Norah a
minute.”

~ “Eminently sensible, I think. It
will not only make everyone feel
better, but it will imtroduce the

bride —by the way, what’s her
name?
— and smooth things over.

There’s no point in having a fuss.”
“No, there isn’t. And her name
is Marian Geary. I think I met her
at Christmas two years ago when
Scott had some young people for
cocktails before a dance. She seemed like a lovely girl, very fresh and
pretty. Brown hair and eyes, pink
cheeks, tall, and laughing
— sort
of an all-American calendar girl.
And then Scott’s written about her

rather often in his letters, but never
any intimation of . . .” Claire’s
light tone vanished. “Maybe I’m
considered_ psychic!”

Norah suddenly appeared at our
sides. “There’s a taxi at the door,

Mrs. Claire, and I brought ye a
bit of wine to chirk ye up.”
“Taxi?” Oh, Norah, did you see
who it was? Pam, would you mind

very much...”
Eagerly Claire started for the
door, and I discreetly retired into
the tiny library adjoining the living

room. I was just about to close the
door when a deep, carrying voice
told me that it was not Scott, but
John Ambrose, Claire’s partner in

I always did think elopments were

I wandered out of the library,
thinking with match-making fervor
that Claire and John made a marvelous couple. I liked Harriet, too
— girls who like romances instead
of Kafka, and who prefix older

acquaintances names with some
kind of title have a special appeal
for the old fossil I am undoubtedly becoming. One of Scott’s most
annoying habits was addressing me
as “Pammy dear”, an appellation

that made my own name positively
abhorrent to my Welsh soul. I
would much rather be an honcrary
“Aunt” like Claire.
“Good evening, John — Harriet.
Are you all prepared for the festivities?”
“Oh, my yes, best bib and tucker
and Harriet bought a new dress —
anything to put her old daddy in
the background.” He did not, however, look particularly festive, and,
as Harriet wandered over to
Claire’s record cabinet, he turned
to me. “I say, Pam, you've known
her for a long time; how do you
think she’s taking it? I’m awfully
worried about her
— she’s had to

put up with a great deal from

that boy!’
“Naturally,

it’s

been

quite

a

shock for her, but I think she'll do

tell me we're first! Harriet told me

all right. Of course, you can never
be sure just what she’s thinking.
I hear that she intended to go to

we would be if I made her rush,

Paris this fall with you and Har-

and she was right, weren't you

riet?”

her law firm. “Why, Claire, don’t

honey?” He spoke affectionately to

his nineteen-year-old daughter.
“Why, no, John, you're not first,
Pam is here. But when I saw the
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there. It wasn’t in the fall, though,
we were going to leave in about

three weeks. I suppose Scott’s marriage will end that, though—it's a
shame, too, for Claire could use a
holiday.”
Norah and Claire reappeared at
this moment, bearing large trays
of canapes and plates of what an
aunt of mine was pleased to call
“Snitters”. “Poor Norah, she’s worked all afternoon preparing a suitable groaning board for this evening—I don’t know what Id do
without her!” Claire also was diplomatic.
We settled down to desultory

small talk, punctuated with the arrival of fresh guests. A large group
of Scott’s friends burst in, noisy
with congratulations and several,
like Harriet, thrilled with the Lochinvar aspect of the nuptials. Claire’s
oldest friends came, either singly
or in large groups, many emanating sympathy and_ indignation.
Even a few relatives arrived looking clannishly hurt and shocked.
I left Claire murmuring greetings,
explanations, and soothing words
for sensitive feelings, and, in a fit
of masochism, wandered over to
the chaise lounge on which Falca
Hawke had enthroned herself.
Falca belonged to the school of
drama that approved of an actress
acting continuously—her sentences
gushed out in a froth of exclamation-peppered sound; her heavily
ringed hands clawed jangly under
the weight of bell-hung bracelets;
her chalk white face with it’s darting, piercing blue eyes was framed

in a pile of titian hair-which was
arranged in a series of curls and
waves that would have made a
lesser woman look like one of the
Little Women.

“Darling pet, how good to see
you! Where have you been? Hid-

ing? How coy! Do perch yourself!
Is Vogue all right for the week? I
hope it’s better than The Pillared
Bedroom! Ym exhausted learning

“She did. We were going to com-

the lines for that wretched tone

bine business with pleasure since
one of our clients is thinking of
tying in with an exporting concern

poem of a play! And have you
heard about the bride
—whoever
she is?”

“Of course I’ve heard—why do
you think we're all here? Her

name's Geary—Marian Geary—and
she’s a co-ed of Scott’s, so I gather.
Falca looked suddenly pensive,

then squealed, “Geary? Ha! I remember that name—you say she’s

in Scott’s school? I was up there
on summer circuit last year and

she was there—my dresser for the
month, you know. A dreadful girl
—always asking me questions about
dynamics and development and all

—really dedicated to the point of
being Villagey. Awfully efficient as
a dresser though!”

“Villagey? Oh, you mean Greenwich! Claire met her and liked her
rather well.”
Falca was tart. “Oh, she is very

sweet, but still she’s rather “arty.”
She and Scott will make a wonderful pair—he with his pseudo-com-

posing and she with her Italian

“What is it?”
“Miss Pam, I don’t know what
to do with the supper. I had it

ready at nine-thirty when they
were supposed to be here and I
been holding it, but it'll never keep
much longer. I swear to pity, that
flighty June bug Scott Simeon will
break his mother’s heart some of

these days. But what should I do?”
“I think you'd better start serving, Norah. They're probably just
tied up somewhere.” My voice held
a confidence I didnt feel. As
Norah bustled off to the dining
room, I reflected on the number

of people Scott had antagonized.
Such divergent characters as Falca
and Norah disliked him.
“I think dinner is served,” I announced happily when Norah had
thrown the double doors of the
dining room open on a sight that
would have delighted Escoffier.

boy—although it’s probably chang-

“Claire, my dear, Norah has outdone herself.”

tails by now!”

“Yes, hasn't she?” Claire spoke
absently. “Pam, where do you sup-

ed into one of those droopy horse
“Falca, you're a bit of a cat.”

“Not really, darling; just un-

jaundiced outlook.

Pam, dear,

don’t those blintzes Norah’s bringing in look delectable—I shall for-

get my glorious figure and gorge.
Toodle, if I don’t see you again!”
Falca swept up and away, leaving
to imagine for myself Scott’s wife
—she was right about one thing,
though; if Marian Simeon were the
“arty” type, she and Scott would
make a good pair.
The tinny thumps of a tiny
French clock startled me with the
knowledge that it was ten o'clock.
The party, I noticed, had lost some
of it’s earlier note of strain, encour-

aged by Norah’s food and Claire’s
liquor.

Many

people,

however,

were glancing at their watches and
then at Claire. She stood talking

to John and her hands, I noted
with distress, were picking frantic-

pose they are?”
“Now, Claire, don’t worry. They

probably caught a later train or
plane or whatever.”
“Yes, I suppose that’s it.” The
handkerchief was torn now, with
bits of lace hanging from the
edges.
The food was nearly gone, and

everyone was anxiously seeking
other diversion when the peal of
the doorbell animated large smiles
and relieved sighs in every face.
Norah, who had been hovering in
the back of the hall, strode forward and threw open the door. A
small, blue-coated boy stood there,
yellow envelope and pad in hand.
Norah took it and turned, holding
it at arms length, as though it were
a semi-alive mouse. “One of them
telegraph wire things, Mrs. Claire.”

While Claire opened it, I thought

ally at one another and the lace

irrelevantly that she had a phone

handkerchief was limp and twisted. Norah was beckoning me from

—an unlisted one, but still—the
thought flashed through my mind

the library.

that a delivery boy was more dra-

matic and that it was undoubtedly
from Scott.
Claire gasped, and with a sudden bitter firmness, read:
DARLING MOTHER, M AND I
GOT UNEXPECTED TICKETS
TO A NEW HAVEN OPENING
STOP WILL PROBABLY BE
BIG BROADWAY HIT STOP
WE WILL BE FIRST TO SEE
IT STOP KNOW YOU WON’T
MIND IF DON’T COME UNTIL
TOMORROW STOP LOVE AND
KISSES YOUR PLAYGOING
AND OLD MARRIED MAN SON
SCOTT
LOVE FROM MARION STOP
SHE SAYS WE’LL BRING YOU
A PROGRAM STOP IT WILL
PROBABLY BE MORE INTERESTING THAN US STOP

She gathered herself and stood

stifly erect; the telegram floated
to the floor. “I think . . . I believe
this brideless and groomless wedding reception will have to be ad-

journed,” she said, a stiff facsimile
of a smile cracking her face. _
Embarassed, people left, whisp-

ering quick “good-byes” and scuttling through the door with more

haste than dignity. Silently I closed
the doors to the living and dining
rooms, and went over to Claire.
She was speaking to the departing
John, “Well, then, it’s definitely decided that welll leave for Paris
within the month.”
“Good night, Claire, I... I’m

awfully sorry,” I said. Suddenly I
felt schoolgirlish and awkward. “I'll
call tomorrow—maybe [ll go to
Paree with you.”
“Thank you, Pam. I think I'll go
to bed—I’m rather tired. Norah will
see you out.”

I stooped and picked upa bit of
white cloth and hurried ‘out to a
cruising taxi. Spreading the cloth
on my knee, I saw it wasa strip of
Claire’s handkerchief shredded by
now into a mass of picked threads.

“The straw,” I said, “that broke
the camel’s back.”

“Where to?” grated the cabbie,
and with a clashing of gears we
left.
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Between

Essays
Andy Hirsch
Junior Business

— “I am not a politician and my other habits
are good.”

Ohio is one-fourteenth the size of Alaska. Just as
a preview .. . America’s first billionaire was John D.
Rockefeller, of Cleveland.
Ohio gave three generals, nineteen major generals and thirty-five brigadier-generals to the War
between the States. Ohio also gave three hundred
forty thousand men to the Union Army. At the end
of the war the record showed that six thousand five

hundred thirty-six Ohio boys were killed in battle
and four thousand six hundred forty-seven were mortally wounded and died in hospitals. During the
struggle thirteen thousand three hundred fifty-four
more died of disease contracted during epidemics
that followed the war.
When life is woe,
And hope is dumb.
The World says, “Go!”
The Grave says, “Come!”
Construction of our present State House began
in the spring of 1839. An excavation was made and

footings were laid to a depth of six to ten feet.
Foundation walls twelve feet thick (fifteen feet at
the corners) were constructed. Present-day work-

The first telephone operators in Ohio were boys.
Their rowdy manners soon proved that soft-spoken
girls were needed at the switchboard.
Intermission: If all the world were paper
And all the trees were bread and cheese,
What should we do for drink?
Montgomery County received its name from
General Richard Montgomery, who was killed in an
attack upon Quebec during the Revolution. . . .
Edward Tiffen, the first Governor of Ohio, was salaried at $900.00 per year. Our present Governor's
check is $20,000.00. . . . Ohio, the mother of presidents, has produced seven chief executives including
the first President of all forty-eight states, William
Howard Taft; and the first President to broadcast
by radio, Warren G. Harding. The other Presidents
were: William Harrison, Benjamin Harrison, Grant,
Garfield, Hayes, and McKinley. . . . The establishment
of the first university in Ohio was directed by General
Putnam and Dr. Cutler in Athens in 1804. The original
name of the university was American Western Uni-

men, who have had occasion to cut through the walls,
agree that the men in 1839 were truthful when they

versity. This university became the first institution of
higher learning in the Northwest Territory. It is sixtynine years older than Ohio State, just a kid brother.

reported that they were erecting, “no temporary building.” . . . The Cincinnati Suspension Bridge is claimed

Ohio First: First controllable pitch propeller for
air craft was invented by Harold Smith of Cleveland.

to be the oldest of its kind in the United States. It

was begun before the Civil War, but was not com-

... Daniel Beard of Cincinnati, formed a boy’s group
called the Sons of Daniel Boone. In 1910, the group

pleted until 1866. . . . In every election since 1896,

became known as the Boy Scouts of America... . On

with only one exception, (1944) in the presidential
vote, Ohio picked the winning side. . . . The Ohio
Constitution strictly forbids duelling in Ohio. . .
12

March 21, 1866, the first National Soldier’s Home was
established in Dayton, Ohio. . . . Figures won't lie, but
liars will figure. . . . In 1922, Florence E. Allen, be-

came the first woman in the United States to serve

as a judge in the Supreme Court. . . . Oberlin College became the first co-educational college in America in 1833. . . . The world’s first automobile filling

station, dealing exclusively in the sale of gasoline and
pretroleum products, was located in Columbus... . .
The greatest of faults, I should say, is to be conscious
of none. . . . The first 4-H Club was organized in
Springfield, in 1902, by A. B. Graham. . . . The world’s
first professional baseball team, the Cincinnati Red

Stockings, was organized in 1866 by Aaron Cham-

American Shadows: On April 21, 1930, a fire was
set by escaping prisoners at the Ohio Penitentiary,
three hundred and eighteen prisoners lost their lives.
True luck consists not in holding the best cards

at the table; luckiest he who knows just when to rise
and go home.
Fame has also this great drawback, that if we
pursue it, we must direct our lives in such a way as

to please the fancy of men, avoiding what they dislike and seeking what is pleasing to them.

pion. . . . The best sauce for food is hunger. . . . The

—Spinoza, Tractate on the Intellect

World Publishing Company, Cleveland, publishes
more Bibles than any other firm on earth. . . . America’s first successful steam fire engine, automobile
police patrol and automobile mail truck were built
or operated in Ohio. . . . Knowledge is the only instrument of production that is not subject to diminishing
returns. . . . Ohio leads the world in the production
of matches. The first book matches in the world were
made in Barberton. . . . The world’s largest supersonic wind tunnel is in Cleveland.

The New American Pace: The optimist proclaims that we live in the best of all possible worlds;
and the pessimist fears this is true.
Political: “I hold that if the Almighty had ever
made a set of men that should do all the eating and
none of the work, He would have made them with
mouths only and no hands.”
—Abraham Lincoln

When I was young and sleepy-eyed

And full of dreamy ways,
I'd often kneel upon my bed
And through the window gaze.

The Laughing Lamp

For there beside the running road,
That leaped the lazy hill,

E. Ulrich

There stood a little laughing lamp,

Sophomore Arts

Whose light the night would fill.

And when the snow lay on the ground
The little lamp would smile
And place upon the sleeping snow

A crown the laughing while.

And after I had gone to sleep,
I'd dream of all these things,
And all my friends would wear a crown,
Like noble queens and kings.

The laughing lamp has disappeared,

Its flicker now is still,
No longer does it watch the road

That leaps the lazy hill.
But still in dreams the lamp I see;

Its laughter fills my days.
For I am OLD and sleepy-eyed,

And full of dreamy ways.

wind drove
she looked
where she
would be.

Ghost

in from the bay, and
out to sea towards
knew the lighthouse
Through the rapidly

off it into the grey water below the

see the beacon, and she felt even
more alone than she had been feeling before.

first time she’d walked out on it!
Oh, it was there! And she’d have
to leave it.

Gentle sobs broke in to join the
sounds of the night as she covered
her face with her hands. She was
so alone! She was a widow, and
her mother had died last week. She
had no sisters, no brothers, no
aunts, no uncles — she was com-

year-old Anne was alone in the
house — she’d better get back there
before the storm became worse, or
Anne might wake and become
frightened. She began to run down
the familiar beach as the rain fell

keep it. She would have to return
to London, this time for good. She
knew she'd never be able to come

back here to her beloved cottage
on the west coast of Cornwall.

She sighed and doubled over,
resting her head on her knees.
How could she endure the knowledge that strangers were living in
her cottage, and that she'd never

be able to live here again, not even

Wilma Reicher,
Freshman Arts

just for week ends. This house was
her last defense against the world
that seemed so determined to make
her heart bleed. It represented the
security and love of her childhood.

If she could only keep the house,

@ Only the lonely sounds of the
sea disturbed the silence on the
beach where she sat in the darkness. In the distance a bell buoy
chimed its plaintive notes while the
sea splashed against the pier. The

salt air stung her eyes, and the

tears that had been waiting came.

They streamed down her cheeks,
and she tasted the salt of them on
her lips. She pulled her sweater
closer together as a cold gust of
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and the gentle drizzle turned into
rain. The drops hit her face, and
she straightened. It would be a
rough night she knew, and seven-

Yes, she had her daughter to support, too. First the torture of losing

have to go; she couldn't afford to

or are they?

The sea was roaring now, for its

anger had increased. The wind
ruffled her hair as it howled by,

pletely alone — except for Anne.

illness that had used up all their
small savings. The cottage would

not adult realities —

stretching in front of her in the
darkness. She couldn’t see it, but
she knew it was there; she’d fallen

thickening fog she could hardly

her husband, and then only weeks
later her mother had died after an

Childhood dreams are

boat up so often on that pier

she could make a stand against the
panic and fear that grew stronger
in her heart with each second.
Lord, how could she bear it in
London, never seeing Cornwall
again, forever barred from her
beach and her bay! Not to feel
the wind blowing in her hair, not

to smell the salt air, not to have

in buckets full. The bell buoy
moaned its dismal song, the wind
howled, the sea roared, and she

sobbed her unhappiness to the
night.
A bolt of lightning flashed as

she stumbled through the doorway
into the hall. It would be a horrible
storm! She locked the door, rested
against it briefly, and then mounted the stairs. In her room she laid
her head on her arms on the desk.
She had looked in on Anne and

found her peacefully sleeping in
spite of the storm that raged outside. There was a bolt of lightning,
and she glanced out the window
and saw the rain splash against
the glass. She was tired, so tired.
She lay down on the bed and slept;
and as she slept, she dreamed.
She wasa little girl again, cry-

ing her heart out on the beach over
her dead kitten when magically he

appeared again to comfort her and
dry her tears. In her dream she

heard him promise her another kit-

ever again, would be misery. And

ten, a jet black kitten, lively and
cute. And then it was the next day,

she wanted this free world for her
daughter, not the crowded streets

he’d promised. That glorious sum-

the sea lullaby her to sleep, not

and he was bringing her the kitten

of London for Anne.

mer vacation passed before her

She passed her hand over her
hair, and let it rest on her throat.

ned her knees, and he took away

She’d been so happy here, played

shells and telling her stories of
clipper ships and adventure on the

so often on this beach, tied her

eyes. She climbed trees and_ skinthe pain by giving her pretty sea

high seas, for he was a sailor and
loved the sea.
There was the time when no-

body else was home, and she took
him to the house and ate chocolate
candy in the attic while he hunted
in an old trunk that had been
there when her family moved in

and came up with a painting of an
old four-masted clipper ship that he
had once owned and captained —
the Mercury in full sail. There were
delightful stories about talking sea

gulls

and _black-hearted pirates,

and there were shell-gathering expeditions' and wonderful plans
about sailing to the moon on the
Mercury some night. The captain
and she spent hours on the beach.
He solved every childish problem
she brought to him, including the
one about the new doll she wanted, and her mother said she couldnt have. Oh, it was a wonderful
summer! Until her grandmother
took her to London for a holiday.
Then it was time to returm to
school, and she forgot the captain.
She woke sobbing, and thinking
wildly. “He could solve this problem, too! If he were only here!”
But then she remembered something else — she'd told her family

ers stories, and now she, too, was
seeing the ghost of the sea captain,
Nicolas Jameson, that was suppos-

ed to haunt their cottage. She must
return to school they said and never
mention again that she even
thought she had seen such a man.
The person she described was the
villagers’ favorite topic of conversation, the ghost of Nicolas Jame-

son, and everybody knew that
there was no such thing as a ghost.

She had merely heard the many

stories and begun
imagining
things. “But I never heard any
stories about a ghost at Harbor
Keith,” she murmurred drowsily as
sleep returned to her weary mind

and body.

said,” and Anne pushed the weathered box in her mother’s face and
dashed to the window. “See how
funny everything looks; everything
is all turned over. He was such a
nice man, Mommy,” Anne chattered as her mother gasped at the

sight of all the old money in the
wooden box.

Quickly she added and subtracted in her mind. Why, this was
enough money to pay her debts,
and let her put this coastal farm
back into operation. This was unbelievable luck. She wouldn’t have
to leave now. She and Anne could

live here, and they

could keep

Anne’s nanny, too. She felt like a

child again; she felt the way she

“Mommy, Mommy! Wake up and

had when Captain Jameson had

see what I’ve got,” Anne exclaimed as she bounced onto her mothers bed.

miraculously delivered the doll to
the apple tree on the hill. He used
to perform miracles like this. What
a pity he wasn’t real, and she had
only imagined him. But she did
still have the doll, and she’d never
heard any stories about a ghost.
“How nice it would be to have a

“What time is it, Anne?” her
mother inquired with a start for
it was perfectly light out.
“It’s past noon, Mommy, and I’ve
found the most wonderful toy under a tree that fell over last night.
Look, see this box. Listen to it

jingle. It has funny pieces of paper

ghost to solve all your problems,”
she whispered to herself. “What a
pity there is no such thing as a
ghost...”

about the captain, and they had

and things in it. An old sailor showed me where to find it. He said it
was his, but he knew you once,

said she had imagined it all. She
listened to too many of the villag-

and he thought you'd like to have

man looked just like Captain Jameson in that old picture that Nanny

it, so I should give it to you he

showed me in the attic yesterday.”

When

ele oLight ! Growing

“And you know, Mommy, that

Deni

John E. Koehler
Senior Science

When life’s last light is growing dim,
Yet still one spark will shine;

Its golden glow revealing
That I shared something fine.
For I am part of all that lives,

And they a part of me;
For all that lives and dies partakes
The sum of Nature’s unity.

Whirly-Birds to the Rescue
Dumbo scores another triumph

William B. Ries,
Freshman Education

@ It was late June in Anchorage, Alaska. Our crew of the seventy-first Air Rescue Squadron had

Our helicopter boys churned
their “whirly-bird” up and had it

just finished chow and had hoped

off the ground within six minutes
from the initial alarm. Meanwhile,

for a quiet evening for a change.

the flight engineer from our SA-16

Because of our location, we were
constantly being called out for

Grumman “Albatross” crew and

our triphibs are so often called,

came alive. Four crews up now;
should not be too long a search
anyway. It could not be.
The hunt continued.
“There he is,” shouted one of

various rescue missions, such as a

myself, the radio operator, scampered into our alert plane and

missing or overdue light plane, a
native in need of immediate hospitalization, or even a possible ma-

switched the Number 1 engine on.
Next; Number 2, and then our navigator, pilot, and co-pilot, after re-

terrupted all other transmissions at
the time. “My God, let’s get down
there before he freezes.”

jor air disaster.

ceiving the necessary data pertain-

It had been a relatively quiet
day, one that the boys were glad
to see for there had not been too

ing to the mission from Operations,
climbed aboard. Two spotters were
also present, both friends of the
man lost in the chilly water.

We called our nearest chopper
and quickly relayed the co-ordin-

many like this one the past few
weeks. Just before sundown, the
report came in via the control tower that one of the base’s F-89 “Scorpions” was in trouble over Cook
Inlet, located a mere two miles
from our strip.

And trouble it was. The pilot
could not seem to establish control
over his huge jet fighter, and ordered his radar observer to bail
out — immediately.
The canopy jerked, suddenly rip-

ped off, and the second member
of the crew pushed his ejection
button

and= swiftly

catapulted

through the air. Next, a few seconds of twisting and turning, a

sudden jar, and finally he was
gracefully floating towards the yellow, icy waters of the inlet.
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As we were taxiing out to our

takeoff position, word was received that the “Scorpion” had been
brought under control and _ had
made a safe landing despite the
missing canopy. At least one of

the men was safe anyway.
Nothing sighted by the chopper

crew yet. Two-way VHF communication was established and we coordinated in searching for the lone
officer somewhere downstairs. We
were “right on the deck” and it

was starting to get dusky. Too
risky to get down any lower than
absolutely necessary by now.
Another

voice

sang

out

the spotters, so loudly that he in-

ates. All you could see was something that resembled a pin head
engulfed in a thin mass of green
sea marker dye. Even the dye was

barely visible. That too had nearly
been consumed by the chilly, murky water.
Our whirly-bird hovered over the
semi-conscious survivor but could
not get too close to the rough water. Something had to be done; the
medic hustled into a sea-immersion
suit and plunged in from fifteen
feet up. By now the flyer had been
in the near-freezing water close to
ninety minutes and was showing
very definite signs of shock. He
could not even offer assistance

when the medic attempted to slip
him into the halter for the event-

ual lift to the copter itself. They
on

wrestled at least five minutes be-

“Echo” channel. Good, our other
helicopter reported. Our standby
crew with another “Dumbo,” as

fore the signal was given to wind
in the hoist. The pilot did so immediately.

Now a new complication arose.
With the medic gone, there was no
one left in the aft compartment of

the helicopter to pull the injured
man inside for immediate medical

care. Only one thing to do. Head
for the nearby mud flats, land, and

quickly help the poor fellow onto
the stretcher inside. This was done
in a matter of seconds under the

copter’s whirling, drafty blades. In

a short time the final hop back to
the air-strip was made.

Now to pick up our medic and
head home ourselves. Too bad the
hoist was broken on our second

chopper because they could have

as wet and nearly as cold as the
first man that was pulled out.
“Man, I’m freezing,” were the only
words he possessed.

All the blankets our plane nor-

shouted, removing most of my

The young officer was in pretty

clothing as fast as possible. Unhesitantly, he took all I offered, with

bad shape, suffering from shock
and pneumonia, but he did regain
consciousness just before the am-

the exception of my shorts and size
nine brogans.

Meanwhile, it took our pilot
three tries to get our heavy plane
out of the water because of the
somehow. No easy trick even in
high swells that were now being
ideal conditions.
whipped up over the inlet. Believe
me, I think everyone said a silent
The letdown was not rough, at
least no worse than a normal open . prayer once we did get off. I
know I did. Now to get back to
sea landing, but we had a hectic
the
base and see how our survivor
time taxiing over to our goal. As
was making out.
the flight engineer checked the
I shuttled to the rear of the plane
and helped get our chilly but appreciative victim aboard.
In his haste to get to the radar
observer, the medic failed to secure the top of his immersion suit

properly and as a result, was just

ing crowd. I caught a glimpse of
my commanding officer and unerringly foretold something would be
said about my being out of uniform. It was. A hasty explanation
presented while slipping into clean
set of kakis satisfied him. I was
exonerated.

mally carried were switched to the
helicopter just before takeoff, and
we were wishing they had not been
now. Our friend was showing signs
of turning a pale blue by this
time. “Here, get into these,” I

made the rescue look routine. The
inlet was rough and shallow, but
we had to get our “Dumbo” in

hulls for possible leakage and holes,

Clad merely in shorts and sockless brogans, I shyly scampered
past the chuckling, puzzled-look-

There must have been a hun-

dred people clustered around our
Rescue Hangar when we arrived.
Seemed like everyone was there.
Because there was not enough time
to rush the patient to the hospital,
treatment had to be given in our
crew lounge.

bulance whisked him away. Over
in the corner the pilot of the jet
could be seen weeping unshamefully, thanking God that his partner was going to pull through. It
was close, almost too close, for the
doctor estimated he definitely
would have been a casualty had
he remained in the inlet a mere
five minutes more.
Things were not so peaceful
after all this particular June day.
The Rescue boys had gone out,
did their job, returned, and waited
—wondering what kind of assignment would be next. One can readily understand why the motto,

“That Others May Live,” is the byword of Air Rescue units throughout the world...

That ultimate point
In unbalanced future
To which

“Derhaps There To

poet
artist
scientist

philosopher
priest

Move slowly, evolving,
Working in themselves,

Ben Westbrock
Junior Arts

Creating, searching,
All their efforts
Gathering
And telescoping
Ever moving
Into the final

obvious
cause —

God.

BEAUTY AND
THE CITY

Walter Oberster, S. M.
Senior Education

For Saint Augustine, the Catholic Church was beauty, “forever ancient, forever

new.” For everyone, beauty varies according to age, experience, and education.

@ Subjective beauty “lies in the
beholder.” A man calls an object
beautiful because it appeals to him
through his senses as possessing
something that impresses him.
Since this is the case, subjective
beauty is undefinable. To define
beauty would set a fence around
it, limiting it to a set pattern of
what one man or group of men
think beauty is. In man there is
some inexplicable faculty that at

isfy no one, not even myself; but

tion, a conglomeration of kids play-

this is my attempt to set down my

ing with ash-can covers, and the

feelings on the subject. To me the

boy upstairs practicing his snares.

main points of beauty in a city are
noise, the skyline, the nights, the
sleeping hours, and the people.

What other chorus would you desire than the millions of voices
that are raised simultaneously in
a city—cries of joy, sorrow, love—
every emotion and quality. This
human orchestra is difficult to
hear, but on top of the world’s
largest building all the noises unite
into the symphony of a city. Noises
from the harbor and lower Manhattan here blend together with
those of uptown and the Bronx to
give the greatest variety of sounds

Only a very few who listen to
and are a part of acity’s noise ever

value in things others only ignore
to some degree.

step back outside its circle to listen to all of it taken as a whole.
When I lived in the city, an elevated train passed one block from
my home, a bus stop was beneath
my window. To these sounds add
the doleful horns of the tugs in

A theory may be formulated eas-

the harbor; the air raid sirens on

times tells him there is beauty and

ily, but the difficulty is found in

its application to life. The theory
already stated is: a man who is

a busy Saturday; the drone of a

plane as it heads its way into LaGuardia. Add to these the screech

that an ear can ever experience.

The noises, the poetic rumblings of

a city, are beautiful; no wonder

of a subway train and the voices of

those who leave it have difficulty

old people sitting on their so-called
“stoops” or leaning out of their
windows and calling to their neighbors; the voices of the young playing ball in the street. These and
thousands of other sounds combine

sleeping at night.
From the Brooklyn Bridge I
have often stared for long intervals at the amazing New York skyline. As a piece of Gregorian chant,
the buildings build up from the

never be defined, it is difficult to

to form a symphony orchestra: the

two-story, drab warehouses of the

explain just what that “something”

wires of the trolley-buses are the

waterfront to the office buildings

of lower Manhattan, and_ finally

beautiful. Men look at things dif-

strings as they twang in expectancy; the horns vary from those of

ferently, and that which one en-

a boat or a bus to that of a group

State

joys another may ignore. In trying
to enumerate features of a city that
appeal to me, I will probably sat-

of boys playing soldiers in an alley;

street. The skyscrapers, monuments to engineering, are the
mountains of the country side

receptive can find beauty wherever
it exists. Applying this theory to
seeing beauty in a city would involve knowledge, and meditation
on the knowledge.
Since

subjective

beauty

can

is in a city that makes it seem
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my wood-winds always were factory whistles, and percussion sec-

reach the climax at the Empire
Building

on

Thirty-fourth

which few of the people ever
climb. These mountains are free

ing to the landlubbers, plows the
water on its way to Albany, and

such a large container of human-

from snow the whole year, and

one of the crew stands at the rail

yet the man of the city—deprived
of much natural beauty—looks to

to look once more at the noisy,

greatly.
Each nationality, age
group, occupation, and neighbor-

them as his far off hills which rest
in the clouds. The sight of these

huge creatures in the early shades
of morning or the last rays of the
sun is poetry in picture. A great

experience is that of climbing one
of these mountains. Looking down
from the top you begin to wonder

about this city and its activity.
Where is everyone going: Why?
How did this all come to be?
As I look out over the flat land
of southwestern Ohio, I miss my

giants.

Fantastic is the only word that
comes near denoting the experi-

ence of a night spent in the city.
As the last sunbeams die, a sudden

gloom envelopes the town—but not
for long. When the lamps of a
metropolis are energized, it seems

as though the city of but a few
hours ago has been replaced by
another. Out of the gloom come
blinking and winking stars, ever

coming closer together until the
city is outlined, carressed, bathed

gaudy city of light. All this activity

hood has its own influence on every

might appear to the eyes of a philosopher as the attempt ofacivilization to ward off the dark, lonely

person, and all are actually, and
almost completely, different from

night. It is a race attempting to
escape and lose reality in the glare
of a marquee.

of human personality. Characteris-

tics you might find in a city-dweller probably would include friendliness, simplicity, warmth, humor,

ably be the only day to find it almost completely silent, and even
then a small stream of activity goes

since these are usually given priority over the good qualities, I shall

on. To wander among silent skyscrapers and listen to the silence
is to see and know a giant at rest.

To look about at the signs of yesterday’s frenzy—papers on the sidewalk, a host of cigarette butts—is
to pose the same question a farmer
asks as he watches a seed grow

into a plant. Why does this take
place? The noise of the city is the
throbbing of its heart, and there in
the deserted street the question
sticks in one’s mind. Philosophers

are not found only in rural life,
but they can be formed in urban
areas if the inhabitants can see

past the routine and the tinsel. A

see a puzzle put together, and it
is not finished until every piece is
set in place. Certain sections are

both expectancy and awe: of expectancy, for the giant will wake

Square—a neon-salesman’s heaven.
A few miles from this bright dis-

each other. Truly has it been said
that a city plays the complete scale

To wander in a sleeping, quiet
city is a soul-awakening experience. Sunday morning would prob-

in light. To watch a forty-story
building slowly “lighting up” is to

given special attention, as is Times

ity, the number of types varies

sleeping city can yield a sense of

at any moment; of awe, for this
sleep is a dead silence unbroken

by the sounds of nature.

play, in the dark harbor, a barge,

People make the city. I hesitate

with its red and white “eyes” blink-

to try to describe these people. In

regularity, and punctuality. There
are defects to mention also, but,
refrain from giving them at all.
Defects in a city-dweller are usually motivated by his desire for utmost efficiency. Urbanites are lovable in spite of their defects, and
even if you dislike the city, the
people in it will warm your heart

if you but let them.
A city is often not appreciated
by its inhabitants, for many live
there only because economic fac-

tors make it necessary. To many,
the place means opportunity to become a success and then to retire
from the scene. The pseudo-cityman pictured by many writers is
in truth a machine which is attempting to make money. Since a
machine cannot appreciate or see
or understand the things going on
around it, such a citizen comes to

hate the city. While the force of
desire for material goods remains
highest in his hierarchy of personal
values, a city can only be loathsome to him.

SEVEN MINUTES
?
A lesson in the relativity of time.

John Zuccaro,
Freshman T. I.

@ The rolling of the small landing craft was keeping Ed close to
its wall. The steady drone of its

long as I could remember. It made
me sick when I saw the blood
streaming down his arm as he lay

racing engines helped to calm him;
he didn’t know why, but it did.

unconscious on the ground. I sure

The Lieutenant looked nervously at
his watch and then at his men.

last leave. Luckily he came home

from State for the weekend. He'll

“Seven Minutes,” he shouted. Sev-

make a great lawyer.

en minutes? What am I doing here,
three thousand miles from home?

the watch, the shout came, “Five

How did I get hereP Eighteen
years old, just out of high school.
Why didn’t I take that basketball

scholarship at State like Dad wanted me toP He was so proud of me
in the dressing room after we had
beaten Newburg for the state

championship. So what if I didn’t

am glad I got to see him on my

After another hurried glance at

minutes.” It won't be long now;
just remember all you've learned in

the past sixteen weeks and you'll be
all right. I can hear Sergeant Haden now, “You guys might not like
me now, but believe me there will

come the day when you will do
everything I say and without me
telling you. Stay low, keep your

make all-stateP I scored the winning basket, didn’t IP It will be a
long time before he lets anyone
in our neighborhood forget that.

piece high, pick out a certain object and run for it.”

always was her little boy. I hope
she doesn’t worry about me.

both so young,” she managed to

Mom was proud, too. I guess I

“Six minutes,” came the cry. By

now the barrage from our ship was
clearing the beach. It looked some-

“Four minutes,” and by now the
shore was moving in fast. “We are

say. I was holding her hand tightly
in mine, our eyes searching each

others for the right answer. “All

thing like the Fourth of July at

I’m asking is that you try to wait
for a little while,’ I had found it

the park. Why did Dick have to

hard to say. “Tll be back before

be a better provider for you—I
mean us.” She was so warm as we
kissed and she murmured, “Tll
wait, Pll wait.”
A spray of salt water wet his

face just as the notice “Three minutes” came. And as he_ looked
around he realized that he was in
a strange and different place. The
faces were all strange. Sure he'd
seen them all before, but he didn’t
know these guys; they weren't his
friends. His friends were back at
the ballpark on a warm summer
evening, hanging around the drugstore, swimming in the lake. He
could tell by their faces that they
felt the same way. They seemed to
say, “Who am I? What am I

doing here?”

“Two minutes.” He sank down in
the boat a little and reaching into
his pocket felt the cold beads of

his Rosary. By now he was not
alone in his praying. In fact, all the
men were praying in one form or

another. Praying, hoping, wondering. It was very easy to be afraid
of the unknown and nobody would

have denied it. He remembered

be such a big show-off and light

you realize and then if State still

what Father Gerdin had told him

that rocket in his hand? I was only

wants me, I can afford to go to col-

when he had given the Rosary to
him the day before he left for
basic, “Remember, Ed, no matter

He

lege and maybe still find time to

had wanted to be a doctor for as

get a job on the side. Anyway, Ill

twelve and he was thirteen.
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how bad things may seem; it’s

never to late to pray.”
Still fingering the beads with one
hand and grasping his M1 with the
other he heard the Lieutenant from
the front of the boat, “One min-

The Search

ute; be ready.” He finished the
Hail Mary and transferred the Ro-

sary to his shirt pocket. Any min-

Diane Cross

ute now the boat would hit the
beach and stop. The ramp would
fall and the men would be running
for cover. It was a long beach, it
would be a long run before they
would reach safety. Stay low, piece

Junior Arts

high, run for that object. He could
see an enemy machine gun open

I am lost —
In a great eternal chasm
I flounder for life.
Where is hope?

up on the craft. Now he was running, the shallow water made it
hard to get sure footing. He was
on the beach now, the roaring of
the ocean behind him, and the hollow screaming of machine guns
and snipers in front of him. There’s

that object; it looks like a trench
about three hundred yards up the

beach. Run for it! The hard dry
sand under his feet became soft
and sticky as it worked its way into
his boots. Only about one hundred
and fifty yards to go now. He slowed down momentarily as he noticed the fellow running alongside

him stumble and fall. Iés not far
now; only a few more yards, keep
running, keep running.
A bright sun the following morn-

ing warmed the beach, but did
little to make the “taggers” job
a pleasant one. “Hey, Joe, come
over here and take a look at this,”

called one soldier to another. Joe
made his way to where the first
soldier was bending overalifeless
body. Noticing a pair of Rosary
beads hanging broken from the

corpse, Joe looked at the dogtag.
“Hm, Edward Riall. Look at the
way he’s headed for that trench.”
“Yeah, he must have really been
digging.”

“How long do you suppose it
would have taken him to reach
that trench?”
The soldier kneeling on the
ground looked up and replied, “Oh,

it’s hard to tell. ’'d say about seven
seconds, if he was running hard.”

I walk abroad
And yearn to know.

He sings,

In the vast expanse

I am conscious

Of mighty earth
He breathes,

Of all the music
In the world

And the wind
Frightens the leaves
To lamenting

In furor. —
He walks,
And footsteps echo
Throughout the world
As each man
Makes his way
On the street
Up the steps
Through the door.
He blinks an eye,
And the sun
Triumphs
Over clouds
And all darkness
To invade
Man’s very mind.

He smiles,
And suddenly
I am smiling
At each stranger,

And all at once

As factory whistles

Sing their solos,
Trains chant
Along the rails,
Flies hum
Through the trees,
Rusty doors
Harmonize

With squeeking floors,
And my own heart
Drums in time.

He is there,
In every single
Phase of existence;
In each breath of wind,

Every footstep,
Every ray of light,
Every smile,
Every song,

In each pulsating,
Reverberating
Beat of Life.

And he smiles

He has found me,
Lifted me from the chasm;
He is Hope,

At every other stranger.

And He is God.

American

Folk Songs

around the hearth and recall these
events by singing the songs that
contained them. After many years
no one remembered who had originally composed the song and maybe the words had even changed
some to fit the new times, yet the
song itself was not forgotten.
When the migration to America
began, the people brought their
favorite ballads along with them.
They sang them in this new land
to their children, and their children
sang them to their children, so that
even in this modern age, these
songs that are centuries old are still
sung in some places. One of the
best known of these old songs is
one about a hard-hearted girl who
caused the boy who loved her to

die because she refused to marry
him.

“As she went down the long
stair steps she heard the death
bell tolling,

And every bell appeared to
say, ‘Hard-hearted Barbara
Allen!
As she went down the long
preney walk she heard some
small birds singing,

America’s spirit derives
from her songs.

And every bird appeared to
say, ‘Hard-hearted
Allen.”

Barbara
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The story of a brave engineer.
Casey Jones was the rounder’s

name
On a big eight wheeler of
mighty fame.”
There are two main characteristics that distinguish a folk song
from other types of songs. The first
is that the author is not known.
Folk songs are hand-me-downs,

passed on by word of mouth to

its succeeding generation. Second-

ly it tells a story in simple verse

and to a simple tune. Its themes
are of universal appeal dealing
with realities, family tragedy, love,
and its many resulting situations.

The common man is usually the
hero.

“The key person in the diffusion
of folk songs is the self-taught, nonprofessional folk performer, who

sings or plays by ear and from
memory, but always in such a way
as to make the song a new thing.”
The authentic folk singer, as distinguished from the commercial or
professional singer, has a peculiar
quality of voice that makes the
music itself sound different. His
rendition is more like a chant than

of a melody. To the singer the tune

Songs like this one have become
an important part of America’s
great treasury of music, her folk
songs.
Julie Lane,

“Come all you rounders for I
want you to hear,

is a medium, not an end in itself:

in fact he probably would not recognize the tune existing apart from
the words.
There are also professional folk
singers who tour the country, make

Not all of the American folk
songs originated in the Old World.
The new settlers made up their

appearances

own ballads to fit their own par-

ly responsible for making the gen-

ticular circumstances. These bal-

on

television,

and

make recordings. They are greateral public aware of folk songs.
Some of the more prominent of
these singers are Burl Ives, John
Jacob Niles, and Susan Reed.

to spread the word of the latest

lads traveled with the people from
the eastern ocean to the western
ocean. Each region and each occupation had its own specialized
poesy. Thus there came into being
songs about the railroads, songs

There is one particular region
here in America where we can find

happenings. They told of the events

about the lumber jack, the cowboy,

the living tradition of American

of the royal household, the doings

the levee worker, and the coal
miner. The heroes of these songs

@ Many years ago, when very
few men could read or write, people used songs in such a way as

we use newspapers today, that is,

were common men but always free-

Folk songs. This region is the
Southern Appalachians. The Southern Appalachians is a mountain-

lage. These songs were passed from

hearted, handy on the job,

and

ous area extending from Maryland

person to person, village to village.
And at night, when the day’s work
was done, the family would sit

brave. We can find an example of
one of these heroes in Casey Jones,
the famous railroad engineer.

to Georgia. Most of the people
there are of English and Scotch
descent. “Difficulties of road build-

of the knights and ladies, and even
the crimes committed in the vil-
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ing and travel have kept the rural

parts much to themselves so that
the people there have remained

for generations practically ignor-

ant of the world beyond their own
valleys.” They still use some of the

bag, says, If America hasa classical gutter song, it is this one that
tells of Frankie and her man.”

The influence of Negro folk
songs on our modern American

and many of their children bear
the names of the characters in the
ballads they sing.

music is enormous. Jazz, the Blues,
and Dixieland have their origin in
Negro music. Gershwin’s opera,
Porgy and Bess, is based almost
entirely on Negro songs.

Another variety of American folk
song is the song of the Negro.

There is still another group of
people who have made an import-

old English words in their speech

Negro spirituals are recognized to-

ant contribution to American folk

day as belonging to the truly great

music. These are the cowboys of

folk music of the world. Their origin is African but they are American as well for they represent a
childlike interpretation of the Bible

the West. The people who migrated to the West came from many
different regions. “The cowboyMexican, mountaineer, Negro, or
southern planter’s son — brought to
the plains all the current songs of
his own culture.” To these he added new songs suitable for stirring
up weary beasts on the trail. In

and are strongly influenced by the
conditions of Negro life in slavery.
“Negro song has poignant sorrow,
biting irony, and a noble yearning
for a better world.”
‘There is also a Negro secular
music. One of the most famous of
our folk songs belongs to this category. It is “Frankie and Johnny,”
or “Frankie and Albert” as it is
sometimes called. Carl Sandburg,

in his book, The American Song-

many of the western ballads the

music ispractically non-existent to-

day. This native music existed in
this country thousands of years before the white man came. It developed as true folk songs have al-

ways developed, from the life of
the people.

The people of America are now
at last beginning to realize the

great heritage of music that is
theirs. Just recently an Archive of
American Folk Songs was established in the Library of Congress.
More than a thousand records of
folk songs are on file there.
The age of the evolution of the

folk song has passed, yet these
songs of America endure even
though the conditions that fostered

them no longer exist. “They are

studied today not only as poetry,
music, and an index to man’s cul-

tural past, but also as enduring so-

No story of the folk music of

cial and human documents. As reflections of emotional crises in the
lives of individuals and groups,
folk songs have the value of social

America would be complete with-

symbols which remind men of their

out something about the music of
the Indians, although Indian folk

common heritage, their common
struggles, and their common fate.”

singer is looking back sentimentally to the home he left behind.

Solitude
Thou, my sacred solitude,

Thou art as rich and pure and wide
As an awakening garden.
My sacred solitude, thou,

Keep alone thy golden door
To wants that wait before.
The brook has gentle melodies,
And far is dust and borough;

The treetops swaying to and fro
Are filling us with sorrow.
The wood is wild; the world is wide;
My heart is big and pure.

Pale solitude is holding
My head in her lap secure.
FROM THE GERMAN OF RAINER MARIA RILKE
TRANSLATOR:

JUSTUS
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Mozart, Man of the Year
A mysterious life produced mellifluous music

Jerome D. Weis,
Sophomore Science

@ The twenty-seventh day of
January, 1956, marks the two hundredth anniversary of the birth of
the world’s greatest musical genius
and the onset of what the music
world has designated as “The Mozart Year.” This year has been long
anticipated by musicians and great
plans have been laid to commemorate Mozart, a composer relative-

ly unappreciated until very recent
years.
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart over

the span of his short thirty-five
year journey on this earth left the

That Mozart was the master of
the concerto is evident upon hearing them. Naturally some are not
so good as the others, but no man,

was accepted and immediately tak-

even Mozart, could be perfect. The

ridden Europe were ready. His

greatest number of concertos is
found in his works for piano and
orchestra. It is here and here alone

other works they could not understand.

that Mozart developed his skill in
orchestration so evident in his later

symphonies, operas and masses.

The style of Mozart’s music has
been called, for want of a better
term, galant. This term, however,
is misleading to a certain degree.

Applied to Mozart’s music the word

world over six hundred masterpieces, approximately one-third of

signifies a gentleness and majesty,

which remain today in the reper-

these qualities, each the antithesis
of the other, which caused Mozart

tories of pianists, violinists, orchestras and opera companies the
world over. This year will mark

unearthly, yet human. It is perhaps
to be unappreciated by the very
earthly people of his time.

en into the hearts of the people.
For Zauberfloete’s message of brotherhood the people of revolution-

Unfortunately,

a

few

months

after Die Zauberfloete received its
first

performance,

Mozart

died

while composing his last work. Appropriately enough his last will and
testament to the world of music

was his only Requiem. This mass,

though

unfinished,

is

perhaps

his greatest achievement. The
words are those of The Mass For
The Dead, but the music is that of
Mozart contemplating death and
the life hereafter into which he
knew he would shortly enter.

earthly words prove insufficient to

Occasionally he

gave them some-

All we know in truth of Mozart
is his music. The few portraits existing are all unlike. His death mask
has crumbled to bits. All his biographies are based on hearsay and
an attempt to unite incidents related in the many personal letters to
family and friends discovered after
his death. We do not even know
the location of his pauper’s grave.

describe a simultaneous union of

thing they liked and the charm of

perhaps it is fitting that Mozart the

beauty,

joy

it lasted only until another com-

man remain almost a mystery. Per-

and pathos. This is the mark of
Mozart’s genius which has never
been shared by another composer.

poser brought out something more
worldly. Only his last opera, Die

haps it is fitting that all he left to
the world is his music. Truly, we

the high point of the Mozart revivals begun in Europe in the

middle 1930's. By the end of 1956
we will have heard many more of
these works hitherto uninterpreted.
Many attempts have been made

to

describe

the

distinguishing

qualities of Mozart’s works, but
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simplicity, formality,

Mozart’s lack of success has been
attributed to his lack of worldly
practicality and the machinations
of influential and jealous fellowcomposers. Yet, it should be realiz-

ed that the people of the latter part
of the eighteenth century were not
really ready for the serious Mozart.

Zauberfloete (The Magic Flute),

could not ask for more.
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m College smokers know why
Winston changed America’s
mind about filter smoking!
This filter cigarette gives you
real tobacco flavor — the full,
rich flavor real smokers want.
And Winston’s finer filter works
so effectively that the flavor
really gets through to you.
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Try a pack of easy-drawing
Winstons. See for yourself why
so many college men and
women are getting together on
this cigarette. Winston tastes

good — like a cigarette should!

PBB BOR:
FILTER!
BB OF 3
FLAVOR!
KING SIZE,
TOO!

WINSTON
is fun to smoke!
Easy-drawing, smoothsmoking, good-tasting—that’s
Winston! And that’s what it
takes to get all the fun
of smoking.

Sicke WINSTONthe casy-draming 4)2ter cigarette!

